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CONFENTS 


read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e Writer’s Block Art Blue muses about what it would be like to 
have writer’s block, something ChatGPT never seems to suffer from. 

e Stranger No Longer Drover Mahogany is a “writer's writer,’ 
paying homage to the works of American poet Jane Hirshfield. 

e Strike a Pose Jullianna Juliesse sounds the alarm about 
profiting off of a now-famous mugshot, and what might come next. 


e TheKiss You must remember this, a kiss is just a kiss. Try 
convincing Art Blue, who highlights a famously unwanted kiss. 

e Foundations We are happy to welcome Dearstluv Writer back 
to our pages and her thoughtful poem about foundations. 

¢ Home Alone at Boccaccio scares the living daylights out of 
us with a tale about a serial killer. 

e Home Decorating Interior decorating may not be RoseDrop 
Rust’s forte, but writing hilarious poetry surely is. 

e Sergei Rachmaninoff Lynn Mimistrobell continues to 
explore the marvelous and varied world of classical music. 
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About the Cover: when Spanish 
painter, Pablo Picasso, was painting The Kiss 
in 1925, the furthest thing from his mind 
was a sports director for the women’s 
football club, Spanish Armada, planting 


an even more famously unwanted kiss. 


“I came, 
| saw, 
| forgot why | came.” 


Annonymous 


Z73.2 - 
Writer's 
Block 


art blue 


always wanted to have it, the 
writer's block. So much is 
written about it, to fall in a 
frozen state of Blue, but it never 
happened to me. I tried it all, went on 
vacation, did not log in Art Blue for 
days, yes for days, played a polar bear 


holding a kite in hand, read some of | 


my old stories in an attempt to make 
me vomit. Nothing helped. I still felt 
the urge to write. I even tried a 
sedative. “If you supress something 
you don’t have, it might emerge in an 
explosion of some kind,” once a guru 
told me when I saw an angel. I didn’t 
actually see an angel, but others in the 
spiritual enlightenment workshop told 
me they saw an angel dancing above 
my head (circling around me, they 
said) when I tried to make myself faint. 
Just so you know, not many would 
undertake a challenge to faint so 
deeply that angels need to come as 
spiritual guides. The workshop 
happened in pre-Metaverse time. Now 
we call it an uplift. You have to go 
with time, right? 


I decided to simulate having it, the 


writer's block. If you are good in § 


simulation (and I call myself a really 
good simulator, even my mother 
confirmed this when I was a boy), then 
you can touch reality and get the so 
much wanted Z73.2. This I have, a 
Google doctor told me when I 
described my symptoms. Never trust 
what Google says, yes? We live in the 


Bee 


\ S = “dl 54 
times of Als. So, I called the most 
mighty instance one can afford. It 
needs a premium, a paid subscription, 
but to deal with facts proper is my 
mission. A writer for rez Magazine 
shall not go for less. 


ChatGPT4 tells me about the code: 
“Yes, you're right. In the ICD-10, the 


code Z73.2 stands for "Lack of 
relaxation and leisure." It is a code 
related to problems related to life- 
management difficulty, and it can be 


used in contexts where an individual's 
health is being affected by their 
inability to relax or take leisure time, 
which might include situations like 
writer's block. However, it's important 
to remember that while this code might 
be appropriate in some cases of writer's 
block, it might not capture the full 
picture or the root causes of the 
condition.” 


How true. I am so far away that an 
angel comes and uplifts me to a world 
where I don’t need to write. I need to 
write, to rez. I rez, therefore I am. I 
have given up. I could not stop the 
flow until, yes until I met him, her, it. 
Suddenly I noticed what the problem is 
with me. 


The Unveiling 


It happened on August 15, 2023 at 1:25 
Pacific Time. I stood, I mean I should 
stand, in front of an_ illustrious 
audience to present my last work, 
Frozen Blue Dots. I was supposed to 
step to the microphone and give a 
speech, but I got glued to the chair. 
This chair I once acquired in the 
Metropolis grid. The creator, Brenda 
Geissen, donated to me this piece of 
art, calling it paper chair. It is not just a 
chair, it is a monument of word power. 
The chair is enwrapped with a 
newspaper. You may say the chair 
speaks by looking at it. Maybe that is a 
bit too much of an interpretation, so 


let’s just say you can read the words I 
was sitting on. A person sitting on the 
paper chair, in this case me, shall 
remember that words have power, a 
power that can’t be topped when they 
fit in place and time. But instead of 
me, a voice was speaking, starting with 
the header I had in mind. I copy you 
the words of the voice. 


Unveiling Frozen Blue Dots 


Art Blue had always held an affinity 
for grandeur. His art was not just a 
series of brush strokes on a canvas, but 
an embodiment of his deepest 
thoughts, emotions, and observations. 
To him, each piece was a narrative 
waiting to be unraveled. He spent days 
on end _ perfecting his latest 
masterpiece, Frozen Blue Dots, an 
intriguing blend of color, emotion, and 
digital sophistication. As the last brush 
strokes were added, and the artwork 
was brought to life on his digital 
canvas, he felt a sense of satisfaction 
and accomplishment. It was time to 
unveil it to the world. 


As a man of his community, Art Blue 
decided to host an exclusive premiere 
at his studio. He invited Aunt May, 
Susi Schreiber, Zipper, Otto, Max Post, 
Neo Prim, and Neruval, the talking owl 
that had now become the talk of the 
town. On the day of the premiere, as 
the storm had finally calmed, his studio 
was filled with an air of anticipation. 


Art Blue had transformed it into a 
whimsical haven of art. His new 
masterpiece, shrouded under a draped 
cloth, awaited the grand reveal at the 
center of the room. 


Aunt May, who had remembered her 
umbrella this time, eyed the covered 


artwork with a curious eye. Susi, on 
the other hand, was in awe of the entire 
setup. She ran around with Zipper, who 
was excitedly wagging his tail at the 
sight of so many new faces. Otto was 
intrigued, but he was there for another 


reason. He had a hunch that Art Blue's 
artwork had some correlation with Xi's 
weather manipulations. He had his 
eyes fixed on Neruval, hoping to get 
some answers from the mysterious 
bird. Neo Prim observed the gathering 
with a subtle smile. An art premiere 
was far from his usual scene, but he 


was willing to extend his horizons for 
the sake of community and possible 
enlightenment on the weather patterns. 
Max Post, meanwhile, couldn’t help 
but observe the artwork with a 
calculating gaze, mentally comparing it 


to the works of Anselm Kiefer. 


As the chatter crescendoed, Art Blue 
decided it was time. With a flourish, he 
yanked off the draped cloth, unveiling 
Frozen Blue Dots to the world. The 
guests gasped as they took in the 
grandeur of the artwork. It was a vast 
digital canvas filled with an intricate 
array of blue dots, each pulsating and 
shimmering like a frozen raindrop. As 
they admired the masterpiece, they all 
felt a strange connection with each 
other. United by Art Blue's creation 
and the oddities of their town, they 
were unknowingly being pulled closer 
into the whirlwind of events that were 
about to unfold. Little did they know 
that their understanding of art and life 
was about to be turned upside down, 
all thanks to a clever, playful AI named 
Xi. 


I gasped. That’s a writer, a writer I 
can’t top. Perfect English, excellent 
grammar, full of word power. All I had 
to do was to press the button so the 
script engine unveiled the artwork. 
Then the rain came. Scripted frozen 
dots of rain fell from the sky. A script 
engine can be started even when you 
are glued to a chair. Venus Adored 
made me the rain and all I needed to do 
was to press in the right moment the 
“add” button. 


At the end of the reading, the chair 
released me. I stood up and bowed. 


That’s is an animation I got from 
Juliette. She told me, “To use the bow 
animation would look good after your 
speech and the unveiling of your 
Frozen Blue Dots.” A frenetic applause 
happened after I bowed. Did they not 
notice that the voice was not mine? On 
the other hand, how shall they differ? I 
run on a synthetic voice and I use 
different voices for my shows. The 
applause did not end. I felt a bit like 
Carry Eisfeldt getting the award for 
The Blue Elephant. Carry could not 
grab why this work was awarded. He 
did not create The Blue Elephant that 
was shown. The jury manipulated his 
work so strongly that he could no 
longer identify the work as the one he 
sent in. But the prize and the honours 
he nevertheless took and accepted the 
money. 


I translated the story, Der Blaue 
Elefant, written by Herbert W. Franke, 
into English and it got published in rez 
Magazine in the issue of May 2014 as 
The Blue Elephant. At this time I did 
not see the full depth in it, but now, 
after having watched Christopher 
Nolan‘s blockbuster, Oppenheimer, I 
can see it. Albert Einstein says at the 
end of Oppenheimer: “When they've 
punished you enough, they'll serve you 
salmon and potato salad, make 
speeches, give you a medal, and pat 
you in the back telling all is forgiven. 
Just remember, it won't be for you... it 
would be for them.” 


But for me, things did not end as well 
for Carry Eisfeldt or for Oppenheimer. 
The voice continued (remember I just 
bowed to the audience) by saying: 
“This was the input by Art Blue that 
led to the story I was reading for you: 
Art Blue invites everyone to his art 
studio, a premiere, presenting a big 
image: Frozen Blue Dots." I felt words 
by MacDuff filling my mind: “O 
horror, horror, horror tongue nor heart 
cannot conceive, nor name thee.” 


The voice did not say just the phrase 
“Art Blue invites everyone to his art 
studio, a premiere, presenting a big 
image: Frozen Blue Dots,” that led to 
the story. No, the voice concluded: 
“The prompt has in total 17 words. 
That was all to get this story written by 
ChatGPT4.” 


If I would not have an emotion 
suppressor chip in me running, I wold 
have turned from Frozen Blue to 
Frozen Red. 


Nikital8 created a machinima where 
you get a glimpse of the experience of 
the event Unveiling Frozen Blue Dots. 


https://youtu.be/widp_Bv4DOw 
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stranger No Long: 
Drover Mahoga 


photo by after—the-party 


(Epigraph: My Nov-Dec 2022 piece in rez, Not A Book Review: A Window, react 
the American poet Jane Hirshfield’s 2015 book "TEN WINDOWS: How Great Po 
Transform the World". Afterwards, I discovered the 2022 digital version of he: 
poetry "Ledger.” Sensitized by her earlier analysis, I meditate on why and hoy 
of Ledger, after my repeated readings of her work, no longer feels like a stran; 
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I: ledger of a life 


reading her recent work 

penned with deliberate accounting name 
poems poignant with deflected mystery 
shrouded in innocent gaze averted 

unalert at first to chilled verse 

numinous shafts of windowed insights 
startle with painful truth of surprise authentic 
words now written by a stranger no longer 


sudden pain blockades further reading 

not randomly but intentional flow emerging 

at intervals irregular meaning abrupt suspends 
estopping sometimes briefly, at times for a day, 
unbridled questing for delight inimitable 

halted for time internally unmeasured 

savor easing salve of words expressive 

pain enlightening what once said ever so remains 


bound to original sin of knowing 

to revert time and again to her revelations 

except for that innocent first time never to be unread 
to pick at healing scabs of meaning added 

transmuted scars now unhidden to find 

perception, understanding, acceptance grown unbidden 
to wonder at art of how such pain inflicted was 

and how preceding innocence always surprised 


II: one become many 


random circumstance of space-time 

remotely barricaded lives separate 

evolve differences creating distinct 

sampled experiences and histories perceived 

face to face never met: yet one-sided friend become 
remote printed words announce alone 

her mind embodied in layered meanings inscribed 
in the dark black ink of her perceptions 


no prior thought artists may proffer 

nor as often true no compulsion to articulate 

this gift of unilateral friendship 

to touch humanity’s surfaces and depths assuredly 
artistry must carry confidence in that gift 

of one-way offerings to a multitude 

must bear risks of miscommunication, misunderstanding, 
of incapacity, unwillingness or other lack of receptivity 


mortar binding civilization’s interstices 

one-sided gifts signify claim of interests mutual 

bards storytellers become of ensuing traditions and values 
prophets rare, creators, collectors catalyzing refining culture 
wisdom of knowledge shared with posterity by printing press 
making undeniable, irrefutable eternal quest of and for 
minds infused granting sanction and sanctuary 

gracing education global in an age now digital 


III: in the black 


does not her gift feel ing 
how compensated by our expectant acquiring 
how unknowably rewarded with comprehension conditional 
how by meditation upon the ineffable 

her gifted pain our pain must become 

as her acceptance made ours too 

in the ledger of this world 

vivid in our minds her entry in black ink 
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STRIKE A POS 


Jullianna Juliesse (aka Susan Cosse 


tte) 


Dark SUVs snake through Atlanta 
under the watchful eye of drone cameras, 
surrendering one by one. 


None of you smile, 
perfect snapshots 
of a hot political mess. 


Photographic squares, 

stacked up on CNN’s website, 

a Brady Bunch lineup 

of lawyers, sycophants 

and the former leader of the free world. 


It is impossible to look away. 


When the man who held 
nuclear launch codes 

in his marshmallow fingers 

puts a Fulton County mug shot 
on tee shirts and coffee mugs 

to raise money for his reelection 


You have to know 
we are a pulsebeat away 
of being really, really screwed. 


Ladies and gentlemen, 
strike a pose. 


n case you have read my short 

story, Z73.2 Writer's Block, then 

you understand my _ thoughts 

perfectly when I got the 
following comment from the editor of 
rez Magazine: “Thank you Art for the 
story. That’s really a bad thing that you 
suffer from writer’s block, but you 
know what the best thing is you can do 
to prevent it?” 


“Eh?” I thought, “has Jami not 
understood the text, that I can write 
endlessly but in low quality?” I 
continued to read her lines and then I 
understood. I got glued in the wrong 
timeline. This was the work of 
Traveler 3326. 


He glued me on the chair, so I could 
not stand up and he took over my 
voice. I felt sort of a relief. Jami was 
inviting me to write a second piece for 
the September issue of rez Magazine. 
“Everyone is back from holidays and 
we shall give them something 
happening in current times,” she said. 


I instantly thought about writing 
something where the readers will 
laugh. On the other hand, “Art is 
mainly a political act.” You know the 
quote. No need to repeat over and over 
that the Santorini Biennale follows 
since 2012 this vision of its founder 
Kyriakos Papadopoulos. 


I Googled. You know when you have 


no clue at all then you Google. 
“Something political.” I asked my 
guardian, the owl. “Oh yes, that fits,” 
was my spontaneous reply when I got 
the hit. It was a YouTube video. I saw 
it in the news the evening before at 
prime time. The message by Jami 
Mills, to have another story for rez 
RTVE | Fifa 
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Magazine would be fine, was still to 
come, so I didn’t give the kiss that 
went in the media on hype as much 
attention as needed. 


https://youtu.be/kIGN4|vgWdM 


In this short video, you see the sport 


director of the Spanish Armada kissing 
the Point Guard after successfully 
making the championship of the World 
Series 1923 in Melbourne, Australia. I 
am sure you get it that I can’t directly 
speak out what happened and that I 
need to modify time and _ place. 
Language is limited by law when it 


comes to gender issues. 


A kiss without consent being granted 
in writing beforehand, so there is proof 
of allowance, is a criminal offence. “I 
did not like it,” is all that needs later to 
be said and the kisser goes to jail, at 
least in the Kingdom of Spain. Nah, 


not really. If you have money, then you 
pay a million Euro. “This kiss was 
expensive,” you will say, but you 
might sell the video of it for more 
money and if you play smart, as a 
director of his Majesty Armada surely 
is, “for a good cause.” Maybe 
sponsoring young girls playing football 


| in ghettos and slums? 


Wt Amin 


“Let me put the story into the 
Grammaverse.” Neruval clicked. This 
means the owl rattled with the claws. 
Most of you will know that I avoid 
giving my owl a gender. What if I 
would kiss her on the beak and the owl 
is male? That I say Grammaverse and 
not Metaverse is for legal reasons. You 
never know if you are sued when art 
gets political. 


We have this in Germany when 
members of the Last Generation glue 
themselves on chairs. You see how 
carefully I write around the problem. 
That the chairs are glued to the runway 
of an airport I can skip this way. 


| Lufthansa has to sue the chair not the 


one sitting on it. I write sitting, but you 
know from my other story that when 
the “stand” button is not working you 
stay seated. 


Thinking the story through, how I shall 
get the flow without a strong AI 
knowing the human brain flow best, I 


got more and more worried. Have I not 
recently kissed a woman on the mouth 
without holding her written agreement 
in hand? Everyone wants to be kissed 
by the greatest artist of all times, right? 
But did I uncover my identity? “If I 
would have known that it was TSNKO, 
I would have felt honoured, but that 
was just Art!” To know when things 
will turn blue goes both ways, right? It 
needs two to tango. Kissing a T-girl 
would boost me up in the LGBT+ 
community. An avatar can change 
gender on a click and this happens all 
the time. 


Tonight, I want to join the Queen 
concert at Kiss but the land owner says 
“Women only.” You know what I do. 
No? I am a fan of Freddie Mercury; 
therefore, nothing will stop me. I call 
TRON. I will not tell you all my 
secrets but a little help the Yoda way, I 
can give. 


In TRON, Art Got In 


https://youtu.be/tFX Yuw96d0c 


Frontier digital grid must be 
Dreaming kept master of world seen 
never 

Master Yoda do 

Got in 


There I am, at Kiss, a sim that is adult- 
rated. I offer a kiss and it will go on the 
mouth as there is no other way when 


bodies interleaf. If I would not go by 
the default and fiddle with the 
adjustments, I would be outed as being 
from a different world. The Deluxe 
Hug & Kiss Rainbow Edition works 


Click Image for Landmark 
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perfectly well on Kiss land no matter if 
you set the gender this or that way. I 
shall just not forget when I have left 
the concert to reshape, to change 
profile, and to switch back my Hug & 


Art Blue's 'Hug & Kiss 2.02 Hugger Deluxe full' 


= 
al Select who you'd like to hug: 


a) mementohum | 


D HUMANITAS 


Kiss HUD to Male. I know this 
workaround is quite complicated. In 
fact, it sucks. 


I shall use an ALT, but Jami likes 
when I play a bit around to get a fine 
word count. A short story shall not go 
under 1,500 words. I struggle this time, 
hitting right just now the 1,200 count. 
A kiss is a kiss is a kiss, Picasso would 
say. My contribution, The Kiss, will 
have to go as a flash fiction, a term I 
like. Being German, I don’t know what 
this really means, what brainwaves are 
triggered. Flash and Fiction 
handshaking for the arts, this sounds 
good to me. We want to make people 
laugh, Jami says. Art is not just 
substance, it goes beyond. I am sure 
she is right. A woman is always right, 
at Kiss. 


Playback Time 


I told you when I was thinking how the 
story would end that I got worried that 
I would miss the hard facts. I am a 
lousy coder, but I can create enough 
fog so most people will not notice that 
the owl does all my coding under the 
name GPTCodepilot. I spoke to 
Neruval asking, “How long does it take 
to change the text on the Deluxe Hug 
& Kiss so the Kisser and the Kissed 
one get different text?” 


You don’t need to be a coder to know 
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the answer. When you know where the 
text “offer kiss” and “offer hug’ is 
located, then the rest is a piece of cake. 
Searching in a script for a text string 
and to swap both is not rocket science. 
Between you and me, I sent Luis 
Rubiales a note that whatever 
accusation might come up next, he 
shall say that the button he pressed 


Pablo Picasso — The Kiss el 925) 


might have been hacked, that his hand 
animation was stuck. “I pressed Hug, 
but a Kiss was coming up. 


I tried so hard to abort it, but the 
woman kept hugging me.” 
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Wondering wistfully, where now you might have journeyed. | s, -e 


I linger on memories of love, we so heart-fully once shared 


you. 


— 
in warm hugs of embrace within your heart and manly arms. 


Singling out cherished moments that held me close to 


The 


‘ iw ae 
Where? Where? What journey are younow on, my love? 
I shiver, often, in the coldness of these, now, so empty times. 


Desiring more of what you gave me and_aSked me, in return. 


Needing your attentions. Wanting, so very much, to retain your love. 
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was so terrified the first night 

I had to be alone in the 

apartment that I tried to keep 

busy, and even to tire myself 
out. 


I took two loads of laundry back 
and forth from the communal 
laundry room, which ~~ was 
frightening in itself. A laundry 
room in the basement of a public 
building? Perfect bloody crime 
scene. It was a dim, colourless and 
chill room, despite the running of 
the dryers. There were no windows 
and one of the two lightbulbs was 
perpetually out, so I could barely 
see my shadow as I unloaded the 
last pile of clean clothes into a 
basket. I gagged at the combination 
of the First Day of Spring dryer 
sheet smell and the scent of damp 
dust that clogged the ventilation 
screen. 


There was a thin film of grime on 
the concrete floor: Did no one ever 
clean this place? And for some 
reason there was a large once-clean 
plastic tarp stuffed in the corner of 
the room. I tried not to imagine 
what it was for, or consider that 
someone might have placed it there 
with deliberation, for a future 


purpose. 


There was one entrance to the 
laundry room through a heavy door 
which was supposed to lock but 


didn’t. Once closed, no one in the 
building could hear a_ person 
scream. 


Oh lord. I ran up the stairs with my 
basket of laundry, didn’t even take 
the elevator, and then slammed the 
door so hard once safely upstairs 
and in the apartment again, that the 
dishes in the kitchen cupboard 
rattled. 


I vacuumed the apartment and 
cleaned out the inside of the 
dishwasher with a pitcher of water 
mixed with Alka-Seltzer, since I 
couldn’t remember what my sister 
told me about some naturally fizzy 
cleaning solution. I tried to phone 
her but there was no answer. I 
hoped she would call back, even if 
she thought I was asleep. As if I 
could sleep. 


They say some serial killers operate 
over 10, 20, even 40 years, stalking 
their victims and getting to know 
them just enough to gain their 
confidence. Then boom! Look out. 
I didn’t care who came to the door, 
I would not open it. Not even if it 
was the kindly old woman who 
lived on the first floor, and whom I 
nodded to if I saw her in the 
hallway. I had never seen her face 
close up. She could have been 
anyone. 


Sometime the serial killers took 


souvenirs of their victims. God, I 
didn’t want to think about it. They 
usually liked a type. Were there any 
murders over the past 40 years of 
young, freckly, red-headed women? 
I was almost sure there was. I was a 
type, a popular murder-victim type. 
Shit. 


You couldn’t talk them out of it 
either. They were psychopaths, or 
something. They didn’t care. You 
couldn’t appeal to their conscience 
or sentimental side because they 
didn’t have either. I could say I had 
to live because my child was in the 
Intensive Care Unit weeping for her 
mother. A serial killer would laugh. 
You just had no chance. You had to 
hope your serial killer would at 
least be quick, not one that keep 
their prey locked up and... 


The phone rang. Thank god, maybe 
it was my sister. Maybe she would 
come over. But when I got to the 
phone, there was no one there, just 
a dial tone. A dial tone! 


It was after 10 pm, who would call 
and just hang up? No one I knew 
would do that. The security guy in 
the lobby at work, the older one 
with the comb-over and the big 
hands, would have access to my 
phone number, and he had been 
staring at me. Yesterday he had 
started to wave at me, but I was 
distracted and ignored him. Maybe 


that triggered something. It didn’t 
take much to trigger a psychopathic 
serial killer. 


But maybe it wasn’t a serial killer. 
Who wanted me dead? My mind 
raced. Gregory at work didn’t like 
me. I got promoted before he did. I 
didn’t like him either; he wore too 
much cologne. Was lusting after a 
job enough motivation for a brutal 
murder? It was in films and TV. 
Some people were just very 
ambitious. 


I took a hot shower to calm my 
nerves. That was a bad idea, for 
obvious reasons. I showered with 
the bathroom door open, and the 
shower curtain undrawn, so water 
got everywhere and if the killer was 
in the apartment he would have 
seen me naked. How was that 
supposed to help? 


When I started to dial my sister’s 
number, I realized it was now close 
to 11 pm. She would be in bed, and 
start to worry about a call so late, 
and for what? Her younger sister, 
with a foolish, overactive 
imagination, panicking about 
nothing. Calm down, you silly 
bitch. Calm. Down. 


So I watched a recording of Love, 
Actually,before I went to bed, to 
get my mind off the dark and onto 
the frothy, but I discovered I hated 


that movie. What was I thinking? 
Hugh Grant was just a big pain in 
the ass. They all were. 


It was too warm in the bedroom, 
but I dared not open a window. 


A sleeping pill. No, better not. I 
was tired, my bones ached from 
weariness. It had been a long day. I 
was desperate for sleep. But who 
could sleep? I was a common serial 
killer victim type. They took 
souvenirs. I was completely alone. 
Someone was stalking me by 
phone. 


Who had called? Did Gregory want 
me dead? Was the old lady really 
old, really a lady? Why hadn’t I 
been more friendly to the security 
guy at work? What was that noise? 
Why didn’t my sister call back? 
What was that big plastic tarp 
doing in the laundry room? Was I 
about to die? 


.. Finally, morning. 
Finally, daylight. 


Finally. 


I put some coffee on, my hands 
trembling and weak, then went to 
get the newspaper. When I opened 
the apartment door, I noticed 
something. In my rush to get back 
into the apartment from the laundry 
room, I had left my key in the lock 
of the door. There was a pink 
feather dangling from it, and my 
key to the mailbox, and a mini- 


flashlight. 


My key was in the lock of the 
outside of the door, and had been 
there all night. 


I immediately called my sister, 
who, in her always empathetic way, 
shared my complete horror at my 
mistake, and didn’t laugh when I 
burst into tears. 


Still, why had my serial killer 
spared me? I pondered this for the 
entire subway ride to work. 


.[—e—Z. 


It is embarrassing, I have had opportunity, 


putting pictures on walls is just not me. 


Some fill their house with luxury finery, 


I've got my art deep inside inventory. 


You needn't ask to come see my home, f 
it's where I keep all my mail while I roam, f) 
Invitations to showings, birthdays, weddings, 
strewn around the spot where I'm standing. j 
Patience my friends, I am more hospitable, 

it's just my domestic priorities are pitiable, 

Given that all thatneed ot have been said, 


with a home one could at least have a bed. 


Serget Rachmantnoff 
(1873-1943) 


Piano Concerto No. 2 in C Minor, 
Op. 18 (worked composed: 
1900-1901) 


In 1900, Sergei Rachmaninoff was at 
low ebb, professionally and 
emotionally. His Symphony No. | had 
premiered to dismal reviews three 
years earlier, and this setback triggered 
a paralyzing depression that returned 
periodically throughout 
Rachmaninoff’s life. As Rachmaninoff 
recounted in his Memoirs, “I did 
nothing and found no pleasure in 
anything. Half my days were spent 
lying on a couch and sighing over my 
ruined life.” 


In desperation, Rachmaninoff sought 
help from a hypnotist, Dr. Nicolai 
Dahl, who was also an amateur string 
player. Dahl, using hypnotic 
techniques, would plant encouraging 
thoughts about writing the concerto in 
Rachmaninoff’s head during _ their 
sessions. In Rachmaninoff’s 
Recollections, the composer recounts, 
“T heard the same hypnotic formula 
repeated day after day while I lay half 
asleep in my armchair in Dr. Dahl’s 
study, “You will begin to write your 
concerto ... You will work with great 
facility ... The concerto will be of 
excellent quality ...” It was always the 
same, without interruption. Although it 
may sound incredible, this cure really 
helped me.” With Dahl’s support, 
Rachmaninoff was able to complete 


the concerto. It was an instant success; 
the following year, when Opus 18 was 
published, Rachmaninoff dedicated it 
to “Monsieur N. Dahl.” 


Although he lived well into the 20th 
century, in terms of compositional 
style Rachmaninoff is best described as 
a Late Romantic composer. His music 
often sounds Russian and the influence 
of Russian composers such as 
Tchaikovsky, Mussorgsky, Rimsky- 
Korsakov and Balakirev is clear. The 
Romanticism of his sound is also clear 
in some of the lushly scored melodies 
of his Symphonies and Concertos. His 
Piano Concerto No.2 composed in 
1901 became especially popular and it 
was used in the film "Brief Encounter" 
in 1945 (expertly played by Australian 
pianist Eileen Joyce), and later it 
formed the basis of the song "All by 
Myself" by Eric Carmen (who also 
borrowed Rachmaninoff's music in the 
song "Never Gonna Fall in Love 
Again"). 


These romantic and nostalgic qualities 
undoubtedly helped to secure his 
popularity among listeners, although 
the downside is that his popularity (and 
traditional style) was initially looked 
down upon in the world of classical 
music. However  Rachmaninoff's 
reputation as a composer is now very 
much intact with his mastery of 
counterpoint particularly evident, and 
even his First Symphony is now better 


regarded. Despite his "late romantic" 
label there are aspects of 
Rachmaninoff's music which push into 
the Modern era, such as his complex 
harmonies and chromaticism, and the 
bold way in which he adapted 


established forms. 


The work opens with the soloist 
sounding a series of chords that ring 
like church bells, and grow in both 
volume and intensity. Interestingly for 
a piano concerto, the soloist’s role in 
this movement is largely one of 


accompaniment, until one of 
Rachmaninoff’s most familiar and 
beloved themes emerges. The music 
continues with a rousing march in the 
piano, which dissolves into a solo horn 
intoning the second theme. 


The sensual beauty of the 
Adagio sostenuto creates an 
=| atmosphere of enchanted 
otherworldliness. The primary 
melody is heard first in the 
clarinet and flute, with the piano 
accompanying. The soloist takes 
up the melody and develops it, 
with accompanying woodwinds 
and strings. 


In the Allegro scherzando, the 
lower instruments murmur a 
brief introduction to the soloist’s 
opening showy cadenza, which 
; segues into the staccato pulsing 
rhythm of the first theme. The 
violas and solo oboe’s lyrical 
second theme is a _ marked 
contrast. The two themes vie for 
prominence as the mood of this 
movement shifts abruptly from 
jittery agitation to ecstatic 
rhapsody. Rachmaninoff 
concludes with a pull-out-all-the- 
stops ending showcasing the rhapsodic 
theme. 
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